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INTRODUCTION.

Ever since Pope’s famous couplet, the solemn pro-
testations of authors that they print at the ““request
of friends,” has been held to be a false and cowardly
pretence, and scorned and derided accordingly.
Now and then, however, that most improbable
assertion happens to be true—in the present instance
it undoubtedly is so. For the publication of these
volumes, the excellent friend to whom they are
inscribed is solely accountable: a heavy weight of
responsibility which he will redeem, some day or
other, by giving to the world lyrics of his own
writing that nobody will wish shorter.

How he chanced upon these plays of mine, I
hardly know. I think he picked them up in the
. library of a great country-house where he was
visiting. They had fallen into such utter oblivion,
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that I also might have forgotten them, but for an
occasional dream, too vague to be called a hope,
that in the brief moment of kindly indulgence,
which follows the death of any one who has
contributed, however slightly, to the public amuse-
ment, some friend might gather them together in the
same spirit that prompts the stringing verses into an
epitaph. To edite these tragedies myself, seems a
kind of anachronism, not unlike engraving the
inscription upon my own tombstone. I can only
pray that my poor plays may be as mercifully dealt
with as if they were indeed published by my exe-
cutor, and the hand that wrote them were laid in
peaceful rest, where the sun glances through the
great elm-trees in the beautiful church-yard of Swal-
lowfield.

And here I might well close my preliminary obser-
vations, were it not that all dramatists who have
printed plays, from John Dryden to Victor Hugo,
have delighted to take their ease in the permitted
egotism of a rambling preface ; and I have no mind
to forfeit so pleasant a privilege, although my egotism
may probably prove of a different sort. The Pre-
faces of the great Laureate indeed would be difficult
to imitate, inasmuch as they contain some of the
finest prose in the langmage. They consist, for the
most part, of noble and generous criticism, strangely
mingled with theories dear to the Merry Monarch,
with vindications of the practice of interfusing
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licentious farce amidst regal tragedy, and preference
of the rhymes of Corneille to the blank verse of
Shakespeare. ~That Dryden could have written
Tragedy, is proved by the two striking scenes of
quarrel and of reconciliation in “Don Sebastian”
and “ All for Love.” The cause of his failure may
be found in these theories. But theory, right or
wrong, especially as applied to the work in hand,
forms the ground-work of most dramatic Prefaces,
largely blended with skilful specimens of the noble
art of self-justification, with vehement attacks upon
critics, and perpetual grumblings against managers
and actors, and all that was done and all that was
not done for the pieces that follow.

Now, although there be some dignity in having
been ill-used—a dignity akin to that which made
honest Dogberry proud of being “a man who had
had losses,” and I am not absolutely prepared to
relinquish my claim to such a distinction—1I yet hold
it to be one which it is a point of discretion and of
comfort to forget. The gentlest reader has small
sympathy with such grievances; and in that want
of sympathy does but follow one of those instinets
which it is seldom wise to disobey. No one has a
right to gratify a prickly, defiant and sensitive self-
love by speaking unkindly of another, especially
when the waves of thirty years have rolled between.
So instead of reciting long categories of theatrical
troubles, I shall endeavour to explain to myself and
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to others, what has often caused me some astonish-
ment, the causes that drove a shy and retired woman,
whose days had passed chiefly in the calm seclusion
of a country village into the ambitious and perilous
paths of dramatic literature.

‘Where my passion for plays began, it is difficult
to say. Perhaps at the little town of Alresford,
when I was somewhat short of four years old, and
was taken by my dear father to see one of the
greatest tragedies of the world set forth in a barn.
Even now I have a dim recollection of a glimmering
row of candles dividing the end which was called
the stage from the part which did duty as pit and.
boxes, of the black face and the spangled turban, of
my wondering admiration, and the breathless interest
of the rustic audience.

My dear father ! how, to the very last, he loved to
take his pets to the play! More than fifty years
must have passed since that evening in the barn,
when, happening to dine at Reading, attended by the
beautiful little brown spaniel, who followed him
everywhere, he, and of course Flush, accompanied
his host to the theatre, to see the charming actress
and charming woman, Mrs. Orger. They sate in
the place of honour close to the stage.  Flush, with
his paws on the front of the box, his large earnest
eyes fixed on the actors, and his long silky ears
brought forward on either side of his face, as is the
custom of those intelligent dogs on great occasions,
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looked and listened all through the piece with a
sedate fixity of attention, which greatly endangered
the gravity of the persons on the stage. Mrs. Orger
told me the next day that she had never in her life
had so much difficulty in keeping her countenance.
It is to be presumed that the little girl of four years
old would have pretty much the same apprecia-
tion of “Othello” that the beautiful spaniel had of
Sally Maggs, only -with Flush the impression was
solitary, and wore away ; with me, repeated as often
as opportunity offered, it deepened.

Sixty years ago, in the early times of the great
war, the drama filled a very different place amongst
the amusements of a country town from that which
it holds now. Concerts were rare, lectures unknown,
and the. theatre patronised by the leading families,
and conducted in the good town of Reading (to
which we had removed) with undeviating propriety,
formed the principal recreation of the place. The
new comedies of those old times, the comedies of
Holcroft and Morton, of- Colman and Sheridan, fol-
lowed by the farces of Foote and O’Keefe, and the
musical entertainments of Dibdin, formed the staple
of the house. I wonder whether anybody remem-
bers, now-a-days, the pleasant extravagances of
O’Keefe, who, soar to what comical absurdity he
would, was sure to carry his audience with him; or
* the ease, the neatness, the racy humour of Foote’s
dialogue, equal, in point and finish, to the finest
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scenes of Congreve! or his translations of Moliére,
almost as good as the originals themselves! Foote
was one of those men whose great gifts as an actor
and a mimic have injured his reputation as an
author. The world is incredulous of versatility,
and does not readily admit that anybody can excel in
two ways. Because he acted his own parts with so
much talent, the parts have died with him. They
are well worth revising and reviving ; above all, they
are worth studying. Well! I did not look at them,
I suppose, quite so critically then; but such were
the performances which, varied by an occasional visit
from a star, prepared my mind for the glories of the
metropolitan boards.

It was during the five years from ten years old to
fifteen, which I passed at a London school, that my
passion for the acted drama received its full develop-
ment. At this school (well known afterwards as the
residence of poor Miss Landon), there chanced to be
an old pupil of the establishment who, having lived,
as the phrase goes, in several families of distinction,
was at that time disengaged, and in search of a
situation as governess. This lady was not only
herself a poetess (I have two volumes of verse of her
writing,) but she had a knack of making poetesses
of her pupils. She had already educated Lady
Caroline Ponsonby (the Lady Caroline Lamb, of
Glenalvon celebrity), and was afterwards destined to
give her first instruction to poor L. E. L., and her
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last to Mrs. Fanny Kemble. She was, however, a
clever woman, and my father eagerly engaged her to
act by me as a sort of private tutor—a governess out
of school-hours.

At the time when I was placed under her care,
her whole heart was in the drama, especially as per-
sonified by John Kemble; and I am persuaded
that she thought she could in no way so well perform
her duty, as in taking me to Drury Lane whenever
his name was in the bills.

It was a time of great actors. Jack Bannister and
Jack Johnstone (they would not have known their
own names if - called John), Fawcett and Emery,
Lewis and Munden, Mrs. Davenport, Miss Pope,
and Mrs. Jordan, most exquisite of all, made comedy
a bright and living art, an art as full as life itself of
laughter and of tears; whilst the glorious family of
Kemble satisfied alike the eye and the intellect, the
fancy and the heart.

John Kemble was, however, certainly Miss Row-
den’s chief attraction to Drury Lane Theatre. She
believed him—and of course her pupil shared in her
faith—the greatest actor that ever had been, or that
ever could be; greater than Garrick, -greater than
Kean. I am more catholic now; but I still
hold all my admiration, except its exclusive-
ness.

If Foote’s reputation have been injured, as I
think it has, by his own double talent as an actor
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and a mimic, so the fame of John Kemble—that
perishable actor’s fame—has suffered not a little by
the contact with his great sister. Besides her
uncontested and incontestable power, Mrs. Siddons
had one advantage not always allowed for—she was
a woman. The actress must always be dearer than
the actor; goes closer to the heart, draws ten-
derer tears. Then she came earlier, and took the
first possession; and she lasted longer, charming all
London by her reading, whilst he lay in a foreign
grave. Add that the tragedy in which they were
best remembered was one in which the heroine must
always predominate, for Lady Macbeth is the moving
spirit of the play. But take characters of more
equality—Katharine and Wolsey, Hermione and
Leontes, Coriolanus and Volumnia, Hamlet and the
Queen—and surely John Kemble may hold his own.
How often have I seen them in those plays!
What would I give to see again those plays so
acted !

Another and a very different test of John Kem-
ble’s histrionic skill was the life and body which he
put into the thin shadowy sketches of Kotzebue,
then in his height of fashion. Mr. Canning, by the
capital parodies of the “ Anti-Jacobin,” demolished
the sentimental comedy of the German school, a
little unmercifully perhaps, for with much that was
false and absard, and the bald gibberish of the
translator, for which the author is not answerable,
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the situations were not only effective, but true. As
Mr. Thackeray has somewhere observed, the human
heart was there, and John Kemble contrived to show
its innermost throbbings. In Penruddock (for «The
Wheel of Fortune” is of German origin, although
written by an Englishman), in Rolla, in the Abbé de
PEpée, three creations essentially various in form
and in matter, nobody that has seen him can forget
his grace, his pathos, or the manner in which he
lent a poetry of feeling to the homeliest prose. In
the old French philanthropist particularly, a part
which is nothing, the smallness of the means, the
absence of all apparent effort, produced that perfec-
tion of art which looks like simple nature. Such
were my first impressions of London acting.

After my return home, came days of eager and soli-
tary poring over the mighty treasures of the printed
drama, that finest form of poetry which never can be
_ lost. At school, I had been made acquainted, like

other school-girls, with Racine. Little did Madame
de Maintenon, proud queen of the left hand, think,
when the gentle poet died of a courtly frown, that
she and St. Cyr would be best remembered by
Athalie! I had won, too, for myself the knowledge
of bolder tragedies—of Cinna, of Horace, of the
Cid, of Merope, of Mahomet, of Zaire, and of the
greatest Frenchman of his great age, the peerless
Moliere. Of Shakespeare I say nothing. I had
grown up—it is the privilege of English people to



Xiv INTRODUCTION.

grow up—in the worship of Shakespeare, and many
of his favourite scenes I literally knew by heart.
But whilst still almost a child, whilst thinking no
evil, and therefore perhaps finding none, the Eliza-
bethan poets, so nearly his contemporaries, had
fallen in my way—poets second only to their
great leader in tenderness, in sublimity, in all but
purity. :

Charles Lamb has given specimens of the early
English Dramatists, containing as fine poetry as our
language can show out of Shakespeare; and he and
Hazlitt have rendered noble justice to Webster, to
Marlowe, to Dekker, to Ford, to all who were pre-
viously little known ; whilst Massinger, so admirable
for character and construction, and Beaumont and
Fletcher, so affluent, so eloquent, so royally grand in
certain scenes, so i;ouchi.ngly pathetic in others, have,
- as it seems to me, something less than their due
measure of praise. Every child loves the violet of
his own finding best.” It is true that these great
poets had their full meed of applause whilst still
alive to enjoy it, and that so late as Dryden’s day
he had said that the English language attained its
perfection in their verse; but in my time they had
gone completely out of fashion; and I think that I
was unconsciously swayed by the axiom which I
have quoted, and a little over-rated the twin drama-
tists, because I fancied them under-rated by these
eminent critics. It is certain that I, luxuriated in
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their abundance, their profusion, the quantity of
story and of incident which sometimes overlays their
plots, but always keeps alive curiosity and interest ;
above all, in those whole soe.nes, sometimes whole
acts, never whole plays, which might almost pass
_for Shakespeare. Fletcher was my second favourite
amongst the old dramatists ; but in plays, as in
actors, I was catholic,c and had love for them
all. i

Every third year, another noble form of tragedy,
one with which women are seldom brought in con-
tact, fell in my way. It happened that our family,
although no longer living in a country town, kept up
a close intimacy with that of the learned and excel-
lent Master of Reading School, Dr. Valpy ; who,
having himself no small love for the stage, had
wisely substituted the representation of one of the
stern Greek Plays for the speeches and recitations
formerly delivered before the Heads of certain
Colleges of Oxford at their Triennial Visitations.
Many of the old pupils will remember the effect of
these performances, complete in scenery, dresses, and
decorations, and remarkable for the effect produced,
not only on the actors, but on an audience, of which
a considerable portion was new alike to the language
and the subject. It is mo offence to impute such
ignorance to the Mayor and Aldermen of that day,
who, in their furred gowns, formed part of the
official visitors, or to the mammas and sisters of the
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performers, who might plead the privilege of sex for
their want of learning.

For myself, as ignorant of Latin or of Greek as
the smuggest alderman or slimmest damsel present,
I had my own share in the pageant. In spite of all
remonstrance and of all dissuasion, the dear Doctor
would insist on my writing the authorised account of
the play—the grand official critique which filled I
know not how many columns of the “ Reading Mer-
cury,” and was sent east, west, north, and south,
wherever mammas and grandmammas were found,
and cherished and hoarded by them as certificates of
the genius and learning of their offspring. Of course
it was necessary to mention everybody, and to commit
all the injustice which belongs to an enforced equality
by praising some too little and some too much. The
too little was more frequent than the too much ; for
the boys, as a. body, did act marvellously, especially
those who filled the female parts ; making one under-
stand how the ungentle sex might have rendered the
Desdemonas and the Imogens in James’s day. So
famous, indeed, were the Doctor’s boys for their
women, that I never could prevail upon him to get
up that masterpiece, Philoctetes,” where pity and
hatred are moved almost as strongly as in “Lear,”
not on account of the obvious objection of the
physical suffering, but because there was no lady in
the play. One circumstance only, a little injured the
perfect grouping of the sceme. The Visitation®
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occurred in October, not long after the conclu-
sion of the summer holidays; and between cricket
and boating, and the impossibility of wearing gloves
incident to boys of fifteen, our Helens and Antigones
exhibited an assortment of sunburnt fists which
might have become a tribe of Red Indians. That
did a little spoil the picture. Sophocles, however, is
Sophocles nevertheless; and seldom can his power
~ have been more thoroughly felt than in these per-
formances at Reading School.

The good Doctor, full of kindness, and far too
learned for pedantry, rewarded my compliance with
his wishes in the way I liked best, by helping me to
enter into the spirit of the mighty masters who dealt
forth these stern Tragedies of Destiny. He put into
my hands le Pére Brumoy’s “Théatre des Grecs,”
and other translations in homely French prose, where
the form and letter were set forth, untroubled by
vexatious attempts at English verse—grand outlines
for imagination to colour and fill up. There are
better things than the unities ' to be learnt of
those old Athenian Poets, as Alfieri has shown,
and would have shown better if he had imitated
less.

In the meanwhile, frequent visits to London had
made known to me the successive glories of the two
great Theatres. I had seen the boyish grace of Master
Betty, and all the charm of womanly tenderness in
Miss O’Neill, and had watched the fiery impulse and
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gushing pathos that had electrified the town in
Edmund Kean. “The Honeymoon,” most gracious
and most graceful of modern comedies, had been
acted as it never has been acted since by Elliston,
and Miss Duncan, and little Collins; and Mr.
Knowles had produced two vivid and original
tragedies in “ Virginius” and ¢ William Tell.”
Everything tended to encourage a poetical aspi-
rant.

About this time, too, my own prospects, so bright
and sunny in early youth, became gradually over-
clouded. A Chancery suit, the gaining of which cost
eight years and eleven thousand pounds, was the cli-
max of our misfortunes. We were now so poor, that it
became a duty to earn money if I could, and how I
could, and so I determined to write a play.

In my very early girlhood, I had followed my
destiny as a pupil of Miss Rowden, by committing
the sin of rhyming. No less than three octavo
volumes had I perpetrated in two years. They had
all the faults incident to a young lady’s verses, and
one of them had been deservedly castigated by the
“ Quarterly.”*  Nevertheless, they had had their

* This article was fortunate for the writer at a far more
important moment. Mr. Gifford himself, as I have been
given to understand, feeling that, however well deserved the
strictures might be, an attack by his great Review upon a
young girl’s first book, was something like breaking a but-
terfly upon the wheel, made amends by a criticism in a very
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praisei‘s—as what young ladies’ verses have not !—
Large impressions had gone rapidly off ; one had
run into a second .edition ; they had been repub-
lished in America—always so kind to me !—two
or three of the shorter pieces had been thought
good enough to be stolen ; and Mr. Coleridge
had prophesied of the larger ones, that the
authoress of ¢ Blanche’ would write a tragedy.
So I took heart of grace, and resolved to try a
play.

My first attempt was a blank verse comedy on a
pretty story, taken from a French feuilleton—a
stary so pretty, that it made the first manager, to
whom, without any introduction, I ventured to send
it, pause to consider ; and after his final decision,
tempted an amateur composer into requesting me to
turn it into an opera ; by which means. I achieved a
double rejection of the same piece. Then, nothing
daunted, I tried Tragedy, and produced five acts on
the story of “Fiesco,” which would doubtless have
been rejected also had they ever fallen into the hands
of a manager.

But just as, conscious of the feebleness of my
attempts, of the smallness of my means, and the

different spirit on the first series of * Our Village,” which
~ was of much service to the work. I mention this, because it
is honourable to the memory of one whom I never even saw,
but who was probably, like many other people, kinder than
he seemed. ’
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greatness of my object, I was about to relinquish the
pursuit in despair, I met with a critic so candid, a
friend so kind, that, aided by his encouragement, all
difficulties seemed to vanish. I speak of the author
of “Ion,” Mr. Justice Talfourd, then a very young
man, although old in literary reputation, and helping
me, as” he has helped many a struggler since, by the
most judicious advice and the heartiest sympathy.
“ Foscari ” was the result of this encouragement—a
womanish play, which acts better than it reads.
Indeed, being at Oxford, where an excellent com-
pany was performing during the long vacation, I
heard that it contained no fewer than four fair
Camillas who had acted my heroine in different
circuits.  “ Foscari ” was quickly followed by
¢ Julian,” originally suggested by the first scene of
the “Orestes”” of Euripides, which happened to be
given that year at Reading School.

Both these plays were accepted and produced at
Covent Garden, although in an inverse order to that
in which they were written; and but that I have
promised myself and my readers not to enter into
the vexed question of theatrical squabbles, a history
of their adventures might be concocted quite as long
as themselves. Suffice it to say, that poor “ Foscari”
had no less than five last scenes—1I think I under-

rate the number, and that there were seven |—and -

that the two plays fought each other on the point of
precedence during the best part of the season—

ol
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which was pretty much like a duel between one’s
right hand and one’s left.

Great, at the moment, were those anxieties and
tribulations, the rather that money arrangements
most important to those dearer to me than myself
were staked on the issue. But it is good to
observe in one’s own mind, and good to tell to
others who may be exposed to such trials, how
inevitably, as according to some happy law of nature
the keenest physical pain is known to be soon for-
gotten, whilst pleasure’s light traces are indelible;
so in mental vicissitudes, Time carries away the
bitter and leaves the sweet. The vexations and
the injuries fade into dim distance, and the kindness
and the benefit shine vividly out. The warm grasp
of Mrs. Charles Kemble’s hand, for instance, when I
saw her all life and heartiness at her house in Soho
Square, my first dramatic experience :—the excellent
acting of “Foscari;” Mr. Young, and Mr. Charles
Kemble, so quiet and so touching in the concluding
scenes; Mr. Warde playing a secondary part so
finely, that he led every body into thinking that he
ought to play the first ; Mr. Serle lending to Cosmo
his own fine taste; and Mrs. Sloman, who would
have achieved the highest reputation but for the
want of the indescribable thing called charm :—then
“ Julian,” on the other hand; how Mr. Macready stood
alone under the weight of that tragedy, with how
much talent, how much warmth, what untiring and
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indefatigable zeal | These are the things one thinks
of, when sitting calm and old by the light of a
country fire ; and if other recollections mingle with
them, they are rather of the comic and the grotesque
kind than of the bitter or the resentful.

To one accustomed to the imposing aspect of a
great theatre at night, blazing with light and beauty,
no contrast can be greater than to enter the same
theatre at noontide, leaving daylight behind you, and
stumbling as best you may through dark passages,
and amidst the inextricable labyrinth of scenery and
lumber of every desoription ; too happy if you be not
projected into the orchestra, or swallowed up by a
trap-door.

Captain Forbes, one of the proprietors, and a naval
man, used to compare the stage with its three tiers
of under-ground store-rooms and magazines, and its
prodigious height and complexity of top hamper aloft
to a first-rate man-of-war. That comparison is rather
too flattering. To me—no offence to the Theatre
Royal Covent Garden—it always recalled the place
where I first made acquaintance with the enchant-
ment of the scene, by reminding me of some pro-
digious barn. A barn it certainly resembles, vast
dusty, dusky and cavernous, with huge beams toppling
overhead, holes yawning beneath, rough partitions
sticking out on either side, and everywhere a certain
vague sense of obscurity and confusion.

‘When the eye becomes accustomed to the dark-
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ness, the contrasts are sufficiently amusing. Solemn
tragedians—that is to say, tragedians who seem
solemn enough in their stage gear at night—hatted
and great-coated, skipping about, chatting and joking,
and telling good stories like common mortals ; indeed,
the only very grave person whom I remarked was
Mr. Liston ; tragic heroines sauntering languidly
through their parts in the closest of bonnets and
thickest of shawls; untidy ballet-girls (there was a
dance in “ Foscari”) walking through their quadrille
to the sound of a solitary fiddle, striking up as if
of its own accord from amidst the tall stools and
music-desks of the orchestra, and piercing one hardly
knew how through the din that was going on inces-
santly. .

Oh, that-din! Voices from every part, above
below, around, and in every key, bawling, shouting,
screaming ; heavy weights rolling here and falling
there, bells ringing one could not tell why, and the
ubiquitous call-boy everywhere! If one element
prevailed amongst these conflicting noises, it was
certainly the never-pausing strokes of the carpenter’s
hammer, which in our case did double duty, the new
scenery of the morrow being added to the old scenery
of the night. Double, too, were the cares not merely
of the official before-mentioned, the call-boy, but of
his superiors, the stage-manager and the prompter ;
for whilst we, the new tragedy, held after our strange
scrambling fashion possession of the stage, the
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comedy or opera of the evening was crowded into

the green-room, to the great increase of our confusion

and their own; some of their people belonging to us,
. and some of ours to them, and neither party being
ever in the proper place, so that there were perpetual
sendings after their walking gentlemen and our
walking ladies, the common property.

The scenery too, that part which was fished up
from the subterraneous galleries, was fertile in blun-
ders. 1 have known a fine view of the Rialto with a
bit of Charing Cross for one wing, and a slice of the
Forest of Ardennes for the other. Even the new
scenes had their perils. Painter and manager would
disagree as to the size of the moon, and a good half-
hour was wasted one morning in experiments as to
the best manner of folding the [muslin] clouds over
the face of that bright luminary.

Then the turmoil about costume! A good deal of
that squabbling was transacted in some remote part
of the upper regions, where tailors and dress-makers
held their court; but some of the difficulties de-
scended upon the stage. There was a cloak in “Ju-
lian,” which having to act as a pall to the fair Annabel,
never could be made wide enough ; and all the prece-
. dents of all the Duke’s head-dresses in all the theatres

of the world, from that in the *Merchant of Venice”
to that in “ Venice Preserved,” never could persuade
me that the tall inverted drum assumed by Mr.
Young was the proper bonnet of the Doge. This,




INTRODUCTION. XXV

however, was my own private grief. Through all their
courtesy, I had early made the discovery, that the
less an author meddled in such matters the better.
One dispute was open and general: it had refer-
ence to the proper time of assuming mourning.
Donato (we are still talking of “Foscari”) died in
the third act: the question was, whether his son and
daughter should put on black in the fourth—that is,
the next morning. Parties were divided : the anti-
blacks holding that it is not customary to go into
mourning before the funeral. The dehate ended, as
debates in higher places are apt to end in our good
kingdom of England, in a compromise. The lady
appeared in the deepest sables that the dress-
maker could furnish ; her brother retained the radiant
suit of satin and embroidery which he had worn
from the commencement of the play; a manner of
settling the dispute which, like the aforesaid com-
promises in higher places, had the effect of making
both parties seem wrong.

No end to the absurdities and discrepancies of a
rehearsal | I contributed my full share to the amount,
and began pretty early, so soon indeed as the very first
words that I ever uttered behind the scenes. Thereisa
gunin “Julian ;” and I, frightened by onewhen a child,
“hate a gun like a hurt wild-duck ;” and the only
time that I ever went to a review coaxed my father to
drive me home before it began. I was only twelve
years old then; but I had not much improved by

c
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becoming a tragic authoress, for my first address to
Mr. Macready was an earnest entreaty that he would
not suffer them to fire that gun at rehearsal. They
did fire nevertheless; as indeed if the gun had not
gone off in the morning, it might have been for-
gotten at night; but the smiling bow of the great
tragedian had spared me the worst part of that sort
of fright, the expectation.

Troubled and anxious though they were, those
were pleasant days, guns and all; days of hope
dashed with so much fear, of fear illumined with its
fitful rays of hope. And those rehearsals, where
for noise of every sort nobody can hear himself speak,
where nobody is ever to be found where he is wanted,
and nobody ever seems to know a syllable of his
part; those rehearsals must have some good in
them notwithstanding. In the midst of the crowd,
the din, the jokes, and the confusion, the business
must somehow have gone on ; for at night the right
scenes fall into the right places, the proper actors
come at the proper times, speeches are spoken in
due order, and, to the no small astonishment of the
novice, who had given herself up for lost, the play
succeeds.

Not that I had nerve enough to attend the first
representation of my tragedies. I sate still and
trembling in some quiet apartment near, twice I
think in a small room belonging to that good-natured
person Mr. George Robins; and thither some friend
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flew to set my heart at ease. ~Generally the mes-
senger of good tidings was poor Haydon, whose quick
and ardent spirit lent him wings on such an occasion,
and who had full sympathy with my love for a large
canvas, however indifferently filled. ’
Before leaving “Foscari,” it is well to say that
two innovations began with my tragedies. The
Epilogue by some accident arrived so late, that the
lady by whom it was to be spoken complained that
she had not time to study it. She probably made
the most of the delay. No fair comedian can be
supposed to find much pleasure in being dragged to
the theatre for so ungrateful a purpose every tragedy
night; so Mr. Fawcett, the stage-manager, a man,
as his acting always evinced, of excellent judgment,
proposed its omission. It was, he said, simply an
added danger, could do no good in failure, and
stopped the applanse in success. So we discarded
the Epilogue altogether; and afterwards, when
bringing out “ Rienzi,” we also dropped the Pro-
logue : in both cases, I believe, for the first time.
It was during the run of * Julian,” that seeing
much of my dear friend Miss Porden (afterwards
married to Sir John Franklin), and talking with her
of subjects for a fresh effort, one or the other, I
hardly know which hit upon “ Rienzi ;” a personage
at that time so little familiar to the public, that a
great Law Dignitary asked gravely, after seeing the
: c?2
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play, whether such a man had ever existed? and
another eminent person, gathering from my Preface
that the story might be found in Gibbon, pro-
duced the first volume of “The Decline and Fall,”
actually the rirst, which he told me he was about
to take into the country, in order to compare my
delineation with the actual man.

Miss Porden had herself written an heroic poem,
called ““Ceeur de Lion,” which, if anybody now-a-
days could read an epio two volumes long, would be
found remarkable as a promise; so she was far from
being startled at my boldness, and took a vivid
interest in my attempt. A year or two after, when
in London, negotiating about this very play, I saw
her again as Mrs. Franklin. Her husband was in
Lincolnshire, taking leave of his relations before
setting forth on one of his adventurous voyages;
and, in the midst of her warm and undiminished
sympathy with my anxieties, she talked of that
husband whose projects of polar discovery had filled
her imagination, showed me his bust and their little
girl, and a flag which she was working for him as
her own Berengaria had done for Richard. It was
poetry in action—epic poetry—and I too sympa-
thised with the devoted wife. But I saw, what at
that time her own sister had not suspected, that she
was dying. This warm-hearted and large-minded
woman was of a frame and temperament the most
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delicate and fragile. The agitation of parting was
too much for her; and before Captain Franklin’s
expedition was out of the Channel, she was dead.

When “Rienzi,” after a more than common por-
tion of adventures and misadventures, did come out
with. a success rare in a woman’s life, I missed the
eager congratulations which I should have received
from her .who had taken so large a part in its pre-
vious history-—missed her, the rather, perhaps, because
no part of my success was more delightful than the
pleasure which it excited amongst the most eminent
of my female contemporaries. Maria Edgeworth,
Joanna Baillie, Felicia Hemans (and to two of them
I was at that time unknown), vied in the cordiality
of their praises. In Mrs. Hemans, this warmth was
peculiarly generous, for “Julian’ and “The Vespers
of Palermo” had been placed, by circumstances, in
such a position as might have made us rivals if we
had not determined to be friends. Kindness met me
on every hand, from eminent men, from eminent
women, still I missed her whose cheering prognostics:
had so often spurred me on, and whose latest
interest in literature had been excited by this very
play.

And dramatic success, after all, is not so delicious,
so glorious, so complete a gratification as, in our
" secret longings, we all expect to find. It is not
satisfactory. It does not fill the heart. It is an
intoxication, followed like other intoxications, by
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a dismal reaction. The enchanting hope is gone,
and is ill-replaced by a temporary triumph—very
temporary!  Within four-and-twenty hours, I
doubted if triumph there were, and more than
doubted if it were deserved. It is ill suecess that
leads to self-assertion. Never in my life was
I so conscious of my dramatic short-comings as
on that day of imputed exultation and vainglory.
Then came * Charles the First” and his calamities,
of a very different sort from any of the former, sincé
managers and actors were equally eager to bring out
the play. The hindrance lay in Mr. George Colman,
the licenser, who saw a danger to the State in per-
mitting the trial of an English Monarch to be repre-
sented on the stage, especially a Monarch whose
martyrdom was still observed in our churches. It
was in vain that I urged that my play was ultra
loyal ; that having taken the very best moment of
Charles’s life and the very worst of Cromwell’s ; and
having, moreover, succumbed to the temptation of
producing, as far asin me lay, a strong dramatic
contrast between the characters, I had, in point of
fact, done considerable injustice to the greatest man
of his age. Mr. Colman was inexorable; and the
tragedy, forbidden at the two great houses, was
afterwards produced at a minor theatre with no ill
effect to the reigning dynasty. I have retained the
original Preface, as giving a curious view of a state
of things now happily passed away. Let me add
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that as consolations are to be found for most evils,
if we will but look for them, so pleasanter associa-
tions present themselves even here in the kindness
of the Duke of Devonshire, of Mr. Serle, and very
recently of Mr. Jerrold.

¢ Charles the First” had his calamities and “ Inez
de Castro” her’s, having been twice in rehearsal in
different seasons, and twice, for .different causes,
withdrawn.,

“Sadak and Kalasrade” was written to gratify a
young musician, and “ Gaston de Blondeville” be-
cause I thought, and still think, that the story,
taken from Mrs. Ratcliffe’s posthumous romance,
would be very effective as mere spectacle—a play to
look at—upon the stage.

I should not wish to say exactly the same of
“QOtto of Wittelsbach,” of which the name and a
few of the events may be found in an old German
play. It is just possible that hereafter some actor,
powerful in mind and body, may think my drama
worth trying. If so, I have to request that Ulric,
(in whom there is, I fear, too strong a recollection of
Fletcher’'s Hengo) may be played by a boy. The
young actors of Reading School proved that Greek
women may be fitly represented by English lads;
but I have never yet seen any actress who satisfied
me in boys’ parts. They always exhibit a painful
consciousness, never more unpleasantly visible than
when disguised under the mask of levity, not to say
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effrontery. Even Mrs. Charles Kemble, whose pan-
tomime in “Aladdin” and in “Deaf and Dumb,”
was so perfect, seemed always (I speak it in her
honour) a woman in boy’s clothes.

So much for the Tragedies. There.would have
been many more such, but that the pressing necessity
of earning money, and the uncertainties and delays
of the drama at moments when delay or disappoint-
ment weighed upon me like a sin, made it a duty
to turn away from the lofty steep of Tragic Poetry
to the every-day path of Village Stories.

The Dramatic Scenes may almost be said to
hold the middle road between these tracks so
widely different. On their first appearance, they
kept good company. Two' or three of the earliest
were inserted in “The London Magazine” at the
same time with the “ Essays of Elia,” and the “Con-
fessions of an Opium-eater;”’ the rest were written
for various annuals in the palmy days of those pretty
books ;—by which I mean the days of Thomas Hood
and of Winthrop Praed, of Mrs. Hemans and of
L. E. L., when engravings were mingled with prose
and verse, and neither verse nor prose was written to
illustrate the pictures.

In some of these scenes, the descriptions intro-
duced are taken from real places, and are as like to
those places as my poor gift of word-painting could
make them ; and in all, I may say, or nearly all, I
have, I cannot tell why, put more of my own pecu-
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liar thoughts and fancies than in any other of my
writings, which may be, perhaps, the reason why
those who have happened to like them have liked
them better than they deserve.

Before closing this Preface, I wish to caution the
reader against attributing to me, personally, any
participation in the sentiments respecting the Jews,
expressed by the characters in “ Gaston de Blonde-
ville ; they are as purely dramatic as the belief in
witchcraft, and intended, like that, to display the
barbarism of a most barbarous age. Pierce, the
jester, one of the few rational personages of the
drama, says of them :—“For these poor Jews they
are but as fear and misery have made them.” And
there I might, perhaps, safely have left the question ;
but that, besides my general hatred of persecution
and intolerance, and all prejudices against caste and
creed; I happen to have myself the happiness of
knowing some individuals of that gifted Hebrew
people, and if I were to write according to my know-
ledge, might very probably be accused of cherishing
prejudices the contrary way ; since I have rarely met
any persons so eminent for high qualities, moral and
intellectual, especially for the rare quality called
charity. .

This Introduction was written nearly a twelvemonth
ago, when although suffering from great infirmity, I
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was still lifted down stairs, and sometimes drawn
through our green lanes. - Brief and imperfect as
these few pages are, I could not now even have
attempted the task, for which I once again request
the indulgence I have so often experienced.

SWALLOWFIELD,
Jury, 18564,
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TrE materials of the following Tragedy are taken
partly from the splendid narrative of Gibbon; partly
from the still more graphical and interesting account
of Rienzi’s eventful career, contained in the second
volume of I'Abbé de Sade’s «“ Mémoires pour servir
a la Vie de Pétrarque ;” and I have followed these
two authorities in giving to the great House of
Orsini its more classical name. For the female
characters I am wholly responsible.



CAST OF THE CHARACTERS,
AS PERFORMED AT THE THEATRE ROYAL DRURY LANE,

OCTOBER 9, 1828.

—_—
Cola di Rienzi, afterwards Tribune of the

People ... ... .. }Mr Young.
Stephen Colonna, a great Nobleman q/' Rome Mr. Younge.
Angelo Colonna, his Son ... ... ... ... Mr. Cooper.
Ursini, a great Nobleman, Rival to Colonna Mr. Mude.
Savelli Mr. Aitken.
Cafarello } Lords of the Colonna Faction {
Frangipani, a Partisan of Ursini, also a

Nobleman .., e }Mr Bland.
Alberti, Captain of the G-uard wes ... Mr. Thompson.
Paolo, @ Roman Citizen ... ... ... ... Mr. Yarnold.
Camillo, Rienzi’s Servant ... ... ... ... Mr. C. Jones.

Nuncio, Ambassador, Nobles, Citizens, Guards, &ec.

Lady Colonna, Stephen Colonna’s Wife ... Mrs. Faucit.

Claudia, Rienzi’s Daughter ... ... ... Miss Phillips.

Berta Mrs. Geesin.

Teresa } Claudia’s Attendants ... ... { Mrs. Webster.

Rosa Miss Pincott.
Ladies, Attendants, &e.

SCENE—Rome, tn the Fourteenth Century.



RIENZI.

ACT 1.

SCENE I

Rome, in the fourteenth century—d Street in Rome—A
Temple in Ruins, in the background, a Portico with columns
in front of i, 30 managed that a person may appear and dis-
appear amongst the pillars and recesses.

Enter PaoLo, and three Citizens, meeting.

Fissr Crr. Ah, Messer Paolo, a good morrow to thee !
The streets are full to-day. I have not seen
Such an out-pouring of our Roman hive
Since the last jubilee. Whence comes the swarm ?
Pao. The stirring Ursini, on a hot canvass
For their proud chief, the factious Martin.
First Cit. He,
Our senator ! a proper ruler! sick, too,
And like to die !
Secoxnp Crr. Nay, he were harmless, then.
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But ’tis his brother, John, of Ursini,
The subtle John, that drives this business onward.
Frrsr Crr. A proper ruler! Martin Ursini,
That seized the Widow Landi’s house, to make
A kennel for his hounds, that carried off
The pretty child, Emilia Fano, none
Hath e’er beheld her since.
Seconp Cit. *Twas likelier John !
The dark, smooth, subtle John! He’s the prime mover
Of these iniquities.
Tremp Crr. Ye have bold tongues.
First Crr. Art thou of their black faction?
Tamp Cit. No; I ply
My trade, and hold my peace.
Pao. Stephen Colonna
Should have been senator.
First Crr. No, he’s too old :
The Count Savelli, or young Angelo.
Szconp Crr. Tis ill to choose between them.
Trirp Cir. Ay, and dangerous
To meddle with such great ones, Dost not see
A man in yonder porch. [ Zooking toward the ruin.
[RIENZI appears in the Temple, with a piece of decayed marble
in his hands.
Pao, Our honest neighbour,
Cola Rienzi, poring o’er some stone
‘With legend half defaced. Thou knowest Cola ?
Fiest Ciz. A follower of the Colonna ?
Pao. Ay:
He haunts their palace, and, with rancorous hate,
Pursues the Ursini. Didst never hear
How his young brother, poor Antonio, fell,
Murdered by their base groom ? He hates the Ursini;
And follows the Colonna : scarce for love,
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Rather to feast his learned spleen, for Cola
Is a ripe scholar, with sharp-biting gibes
And dark predictions : a rank malcontent,
A bitter railer.
Seconp Crr. He approaches.
[RIENZI comes forward, with the piece of marble.
Pao. Cola,
‘What dragg’st thou there P a stone ?
Rie. A mouldering stone !
An earth-encrusted stone !
Pao. A tombstone P
Rix. Ay,
Fit emblem of our city. Here be words
Ar’ ye could read them, words whose sense is dead
Even as the tongue. Did ye ever hear the sound
Of liberty, of country ? Back to earth,
Rebellious stone! Back ! back! thou preachest treason !
[Zhrowing the stone up the Stage.
First Cit. Treason to the Ursini! What will thy patrons,
The proud Colonna, say to this new power ?
Rie. My patrons !—Oh, they’ll fight! they’ll fight '—
They’ll pour
Their men at arms into our streets, and wage
Fierce battle; burn and plunder, spoil and slay,
Guilty or innocent, or friend or foe:
Their nature, sirs, their noble nature !
Pao. Well,
And we? What is our fate, sir prophet ?
Rik. We!
‘Whichever wheel turn round, we shall be crushed
Between the millstones. That’s our destiny,
The destiny we earn.
Seconp Crr. He’s right. The barons
Make an arena of the city, vexing
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Our quiet streets with brawls ; plundering and killing
The peaceful citizens. Even the Colonna,
Albeit Stephen be a thought more brave,
And Angelo more kind, even the Colonna
Are tyrants to the people.
Tried Cir. Yet the yoke
Must be endured.
Rie. Must! Be ye men?
Pao. Why, Cola,
‘What should we do P
Rie. Talk, talk, my masters! Speech
Is your fit weapon. Talk! Women and slaves
So drown the rattle of their chains. Talk! talk!
And tell in gentle whispers, gazing round
Lest other listeners than the storied walls
Of these old temples hear ye, how on Monday
A noble gallant, one of the Corsi, stole,—
Seized is the courtlier phrase,—and wrung the neck
Of Adriani’s falcon, a famed bird,
Unmatched in Italy, the poor old man
‘Weeps as it were his child; or how, on Tuesday,
Black John, of Ursini, spurred his hot courser
Right through a band of pious pilgrims, journeying
To our Lady of Loretto, marry, two
Are lamed for life! Or how, on Wednesday—
Pao. Stop—
Rix. I can go through the week.
Pao. But, for the pilgrims,
Art sure of that foul sacrilege P
Rre. As sure
As that thou standest there; as that the Ursini
Parade the city. [Distant shouts.] Hark! do ye not hear
The shouting mob approach *—Sure as that ye
‘Who frown, and lift your eyes, and shake your heads,
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And look aghast at such foul sacrilege,
Will join your voice to that base cry, and shout
Long live the Ursini! I know ye, masters.
Pao. Cola, thou wrong’st us.
Riz. If I wrong ye—no'!
Ye are Italians ; men of womanish soul,
Faint, weak, emasculate : the generous wrath
Of the manly Roman, with his lofty tongue,
Lies buried—not for ever. [Nearer shouts.] Hark!
Here comes ‘
The tyrant of to-day. Go, swell his frain.
Tl to my porch again, and feed my spirit
On these mute marbles. [Goes into the Temple.
Secoxp Crt. A brave man.
Terrp Crr. Full surely,
A dangerous.
[Paoro and Citizens retire to the background in front of the
Temple.

Enter Officer and siz Halberdiers, who cross, and Uzsiyi,
FRANGIPANI, and two Lords, tn comversation, jfollowed by
armed Attendants, and accompanied by a Crowd, who shout
Live the Ursini, Je.

Uss. [To the Mob.] Thanks, gentle friends. [Zo Zhe
Lords.] Yes, I expect to-morrow
A packet from Avignon ; even Colonna
‘Will bow to Clement’s mandate.
Fzra. If he do not—
Uss. Oh, never doubt! If he refuse, why, then—
Doubt him not, Frangipani. Quicker, friends |—
1 hurry ye, my lords, but we are waited
At the Alberteschi Palace. Follow fast.
Orowd. [ Following.] Live John of Ursini
B3
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[Bzeunt UrsINI, &c.—~PaoLo and the Three Citizens come
Sorward, and are stopped by an armed Attendant—the
Three Citizens, with their caps off—PaoLo, and the At-
tendant.

A11. Why, what a sort of sullen citizens

Be here, that shout not! Doff thy bonnet, man !
Look at thy fellows! doff thy cap.

Pao. Good friend—

ArT. What, must I be thy tireman ?

[Knocks off PAoLO’S cap with his spear—RIENZI rushes out
Jrom the Temple, wrests the spear from the Attendant,
and strikes kim down with it. Exit the Third Citizen.

Rie. Down, vile minion !

Hath the slave harmed thee, Paolo P—Art thou hurt ?
Look where the abject tyrant licks the dust.

The very stones of Rome cast back the load

Of his foul carcass !—yet he stirs! I’'m glad

The reptile is not dead.

Fiest Crit. Fly, Cola!

Rie. Fly!

Pao. To the Colonna Palace,—~they will shield thee

From danger or pursuit, This is no time
For thanks, Fly, Cola !
Rie. Let them fly that fear.
Fly! why, the evil-doer flies, not he
That putteth down a wrong. Fly! I would call
Rome, universal Rome, to view this deed,
The type of that to come. Yon creeping slave,
Struck with the strong brute force of power, unjust
Abusdd power, and like a balrush fell
Before my weaker arm, nerved by the spirit
Of righteous indignation. So shall fall
Tyrants and tyranny. Meet me to-night
On the Capitoline Hill. Now I can trust ye,
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Now that the man is roused within your souls,
The Roman ardour.
Secorp Crr. One is gone.
Rie. Well, well,
A milder breeze had severed such light chaff
From the sound corn. Yon slave—he hves, he stirs.
Pao. I’ll take him to my house.
Rik. And I, to-morrow,
Will find a fitter hospital. Farewell !
Remember midnight,—at the Capitol !
Remember !
[Ezeunt R1ENzI, PAoLO, and Citizens, bearing off the Atten-
dant.

SCENE IL

An Apartment in Rienzr's House ; a Roman chair, and one
with a skein of red worsted ; a Lattice down to the floor,
opening into the Garden.

Enter ANGELO and CLAUDIA, throwgh the Lattice.

Cra. Beseech thee, now, away, Lord Angelo,
Thou hast been here o’erlong.

ANe. Scarce whilst the sand
Ran through the tell-tale glass ; searce whilst the sun
Lengthened the shadow of the cedar.

Cra. See!
The sun is setting, see !

ANG. Scarce, whilst I said
A thousand times—TI love.

Cra. Look to the sun.

Axa. I had rather gaze on thee.

Cra. And think how long
" We sate beneath the myrtle shade, how long



12 RIENZI [acT 1.

Paced the cool trellis-walk. When next thou steal’st
Hither, from thy proud palace, I must time thee
By seconds, as the nice physician counts
The boundings of the fevered pulse. Away,
Dear Angelo ; think, if my father find thee—
Axg. O, talk not of him, sweet! why was I born
The heir of the Colomra ? why art thou
Rienzi’s daughter? "What a world of foes,
Stern scorn, and fiery pride, and cold contempt,
Are ranged betwixt us twain; yet Love, and Time—
Be faithful, mine own Claudia—Time, and Love!
Cra. Alas, alas!
Axg. Thy father loves thee, sweetest,
‘With a proud dotage, almost worshipping
The idol it hath framed. Thou fear’st not him ?
Cra. Alas! I have learned to fear him; he is changed,
Grievously changed ; still good and kind, and full
Of fond relentings—crossed by sudden gusts
Of wild and stormy passion. I have learned
A daughter’s trembling love. Then, he’s so silent,
He once so eloquent. Of old, each show,
Bridal, or joust, or pious pilgrimage,
Lived in his vivid speech. Oh ! ’twas my joy,
In that bright glow of rapid words, to see
Clear pictures, as the slow procession coiled
Its glittering length, or stately tournament
Grew statelier, in his voice. Now he sits mute,
His serious eyes bent on the ground, each sense
Turned inward.
Axe. Somewhat chafes his ardent spirit.
Cra. And should I grieve him too? Lord Angelo,
The love deserves no blessing, that deceives
A father.
Axe. Mine own Claudia !
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Cra. We must part.
Avg. Ob, never talk of parting! ’Twas Rienzi
That brought me hither first. Rememberest thou
A boy, scarce more than boy, thy lovely self
Scarce woman. Then was thy rare beauty stamped,
At once, within my heart,—then, and for ever.
Thou canst not bid me leave thee. Love and Time,
And Constancy—oh, be as faithful, Claudia,
As thou art fair!
Rix. [Without.] Camillo!
Cra. Hence, begone !
RiE. [Without.] Camillo!
Cra. ’Tis his voice—away, away !
[Hurrying ANGELO off the Stage.
Here, through the lattice—by the garden-gate.
[Ezit ANGELO.
Now Heaven forgive me, if it be a sin
To love thee, Angelo. [ZLooking after him.] My foolish heart
Beats as it were. He’s gone—he’s hidden now
Behind the myrtle-hedge : thank Heaven! thank Heaven!
He’s opening now the gate—I hear the key—
But my sense is fear-quickened : now ’tis closed,
And all is safe. [Simks down into the chair.] Oh, simple
heart, be still,
Be still.

Enter R1ENZI and CAMILLO.

Rie. Camillo, see that thon admit
Only Alberti.
CaM. None, save him ?
Rie. None.—Claudia! [Ezit CaMILLO.
Claudia, I say! She trembles at the sound
Of her own name, and flutters like a bird
Fresh caught, as I approach. It likes me ill
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To scare thee thus, fair daughter. Time has been
‘When thou hast listened for me, when my voice,
Half a street off, my footstep on the canseway,
‘Would bring my little handmaid, springing forth
‘With eager service, to fling wide the door,
And seize my cloak. [CLAUDIA rises Aastily to take his cloak.]
Nay, nay, I need thee not.

Cra. Ob, let me take it, father!

Rie. Sit thee down,
And ply thy sewing. [CLaUDIA sils, and takes wp the skein of

ravelled worsted.] Hath Alberti—no—

The west is glowing still. Hark ye, fair mistress :
Crossing the hall but now, I saw a shadow
Upon the garden wall, as clearly traced,
By the sun’s parting rays, as I see thee
‘Weaving fresh tangles in that ravelled skein,
‘Which thou affect’st to wind. He must have passed
By yonder open lattice. Art thou dumb ?
Did thou not see him, Claudia? him whose shadow
Darkened the sunny wall P

Cra. Perchance, Camillo.

Rie. Camillo! old Camillo ! when I told thee
I saw him plainly as thyself :—the form
Erect and stately ; the proud head thrown back
Crested with waving plumes. Perchance, Camillo !
Claudia, with thine old Roman name, I gave thee
Precepts that might have made thee simply great,
As ever maiden of old Rome. Camillo!
‘Wouldst thou deceive thy father? Pay’st thou thus
His love, his trust, his doting pride P

Cxa. [Rises.] Oh, no! [Weeps.
No, no! I’ll tell thee all : forgive me, father,
Only forgive me !—thou shalt hear—

Riz. Not now,
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Not now, my Claudia; cheer thee, sweet! I'll hear
Thy tale some fitter season. Wipe thine eyes.
[Kisses her forehead.
If T've been harsh with thee, *twas love, my Claudia,
Love of my fairest daughter, and vexed thoughts
Of this oppresséd city. Sit thee, sweet !
All is at peace between us : weep no more,
My Claudia.
Cra. This is joy.
Rizx. 1 had been chafed
By one of yon base minions. But the hour
Of vengeance comes.
Cra. Of vengeance !
Rie. Say, of freedom :—
Dost tremble at the sound ?
Cra. Oh, father, each
Alike is terrible ; for each brings war,
Fierce, desperate war.
Rie. Claudia, in these bad days,
‘When man must tread perforce the flinty path
Of duty, hard and rugged, fail not thou
Duly at night and morning to give thanks
To the all-gracious power that smoothed the way
For woman’s tenderer feet. She but looks on,
And waits and prays for the good cause, whilst man
Fights, struggles, triumphs, dies. Vex not thy mind

*  With thoughts of state, my dear one; there’s no danger:

All whom thou lov’st are safe ; all, silly trembler,
Peace, peace ! I will not hear thee : all are safe.

Enter ALBERTI.

Alberti, welcome. [Rienzi and CLAUDIA rise.] Be the scrolls
affixed
On churches, at street-corners, in the markets



16 RIENZI [AcT 1., SCENE 11.

Art sure of the soldiers? Dost thou hold the watch ?
Thine answer in a word.
A1s. In one word, yes.
All is prepared. I’'m waited at the castle;
Yet hearken, Cola; I saw Count Savelli,
Colonna’s kinsman, conning yon bold summons :
Thou hadst best avoid him.
Rie. Nay, confront him, rather:
T’ll to the palace, meet them, baffle them.
Hast heard aught of the Ursini ?
Axs. They feast
High and elate within their halls.
Rie. Yon wretch
‘Was not even missed. Poor slave, he shall be cared for.
Now, for the last time—Simple child, in, in!
Lay all thy cares to rest. In, in, my child!
Bless thee, my Claudia! my fair Claudia! [ Puts ker gently
of.] Now
For Rome and Freedom. [Ezeunt.

END OF ACT I.
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ACT II.

SCENE 1.
A Hall in the Colonna Palace.
Enter CoLoNNA, CAFARELLO, LADY CoLONNA and Nobles.

Cor. What, Martin Ursini our senator!
An Ursini, and of that hated race
The most abhorred, the worst. He chief of Rome!
Sick, too. Tush! tush!

Car. The tale is rife, Colonna ;
And, as T passed his palace, glancing lights
And sudden shouts and merry music spake
The high and liberal feasting which foreruns
Expected triumph.

CoL. Martin Ursini
Head of the state! and the Colonna fallen
Beneath their rival’s feet | His wanton vassals,
The meanest horseboys of his train, will spurn
My belted knights. Cousin, we must away
To Palestrina, and array in force
Our men at arms : they will be needed.

Lapy C. Fie!
These brawls match ill with thy white hairs.
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Cor. Good wife,
‘Wouldst have me turn a craven in mine age,
A by-word to mine enemies P
Lapy C. Art thou not
Stephen Colonna, of that greatest name
The greatest ? 'Which of these proud Ursini
May mateh with thee in fame? But thy old wreaths
‘Were won in nobler fields. These private feuds
Are grown a crying evil.

Enter SaveLLL

Count Savelli!
Sav. A fair good evening, noble dame. Colonna,
Hear’st thou the news P
Cor. Of Martin Ursini?
Sav. Nay, that were common, stale, and trivial. See,
I bring ye tidings of rebellion, sirs;
High tidings ! stirring tidings! prompt rebellion !
Headed—I prythee guess.
Car. Rare food for mirth,
If we may judge by look and tone. The wives
Of Rome revolted ; or the husbands risen
Aguinst their gentle dames.
Sav., ’Tis a brief summons,
Fiery, but scholarly, stern, bold, and plain,—
Calling the citizens to meet to-night
And win their freedom. Such a scroll as this
Is fixed in every street. !
Car. How signed ?
Sav. Guess, guess!
There lies the mirth : ye’ll never guess—read here.
(Skowing a scroll.
Car. What, Cola di Rienzi! honest Cola,
Who saves Colonna here a jester’s charge,
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A fool without the bells. Honest Riensi!
*Tis a device of the black Ursini.

CoL. Likelier some freak of ‘Cola’s. He hath turned
A bitter knave of late, and lost his mirth,
And mutters riddling warnings and wild tales
Of the great days of heathen Rome ; and prates
Of peace, and liberty, and equal law,
And mild philosophy, to us the knights
And warriors of this warlike age, who rule
By the bright ]Jaw of arms. The fool’s grown wise—
A grievous change.

Lapy C. I ever thought him so:
A sad wise man, of daring eye, and free,
Yet mystic speech. When ye have laughed, I still
Have shuddered, for his darkling words oft fell
Like oracles, answering with dim response
To my unspoken thoughts, so that my spirit,
Albeit unused to womanish fear, hath quail’d
To hear his voice’s deep vibration. Watch him !
Be sure, he is ambitious. Watch him, lords:
He hath o’erleapt the barrier, poverty ;
Hath conquered his mean parentage ; hath clomb
To decent station, to high lettered fame;
The pontiff’s notary; the honoured friend
Of Petrarch. Watch him well.

Cor. Tush! tush! Rienzi,
Cola Rienzi, honest Cola, rise
’Gainst us! Fair wife, I deemed thee wiser. They
‘Who plot are silent. Would we were as sure
Of Martin Ursini! What says Avignon?
The holy father hath not joined the faction ?

Enter RIENZI, behind, unscen.
Sav. I know not; but the cardinals, his uncles,
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Are powerful with Pope Clement.
Cor. All the race,
Churchmen or laic, old or young, have craft
Veined in their stony hearts, the master-streak
Of that cold marble. Of the cardinals,
Gaétano is a soldier-priest, but wary,
And politic as valiant ; Annibal,
A meek soft-spoken monk, who, crawling, climbs
Ambition’s loftiest ladder. Of the nephews—
Rie. [Advancing.] Despatch them at a stroke,—say
they’re thy foes.
Sav. Why, Master Cola—
Rik. Say they are thy foes.
Sav. Art thou their friend P T have heard talk of wrongs
Thou hast suffered from the Ursini.
Rrze.- Ay, ay,
A trifle of a life, a foolish brother
Killed in a midnight brawl. Your privilege,
Your feudal privilege ! ye slay our brethren,
And we—we kiss the sword. This Martin Ursini—
Cor. What of the knavish ruffian ?
Rie. Mend thy phrase—
Shall ne’er be senator,—yet mend thy phrase;
Bespeak him fair; ye may be friends.
Cor. Friends ?
Rz. Ay;
A day will come, when I shall see ye joined
In a close league.
CoL. Joined! by what tie?
Rre. By hatred,
By danger, the two hands that tightest grasp
Each other, the two cords that soonest knit
A fast and stubborn tie: your true-love-knot
Is nothing to it. Faugh! the supple touch
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Of pliant interest, or the dust of time,
Or the pin-point of temper, loose, or rot,
Or snap love’s silken band. Fear and old hate,
They are sure weavers, they work for the storm,
The whirlwind, and the rocking surge ; their knot
Endures till death. Ye will be friends, I tell thee,
Ere yon inconstant moon hath waxed and waned,
Ye will be friends. Yet Martin Ursini
Shall ne’er be senator.
Sav. Why, master prophet,
Men say thou shalt be senator, or king,
Or emperor. Hast read the scroll ? when goest thou
To head thy rebel band? See! see! [ Gives the scroll.
RiE. [Reading.] « At midnight—"
Well, I come here to while away the time
Till that dread hour—* Upon the Capitol.”—
Look that ye set forth scouts and men at arms
To seize the chiefs, and chase the multitude,
Like sheep before the dogs. Ye were best send
To man the castle walls, and triply guard—
‘Who is the captain of the watch P

Sav. Alberti.

Riz. Ha, mine old friend! I counsel ye, my lords.
Seize me, and crush this great rebellion; me, .
Cola Rienzi, honest Cola! Laugh ye?

An honest man hath played the rogue, ere now—
Witness this scroll.
CoL. A scurvy jest!
Rre. A jest!
Call it a jest, and ’tis a mockery
Of all that, in this worn-out world, survives
Of great and glorious, the eternal power
Lodged in the will of man, the hallowed names
Of freedom and of country!—If a truth—



22 RIENZI. [acr 1.

Lapy C. What, if a trath?

Rie. Then——Where is Angelo,
Thy goodly son, Madonna. P

CoL. Dost thow seek .
A full-fledged gallant, and so gaily plumed,
Here, in his parent nest ? If thou wouldst meet
The réver, go where mandolines are heard,
Beneath coy beauty’s lattice. Count Savelli
Hath a fair daughter.

Car. I have heard him praise
Bianca Ursini.

Cor. An Ursini!

Lapy C. Calm thee, Colonna. Rest thee sure thy son
‘Will never stain thy honour’d name—will never
Forget his proud obedience.

Rix. Say’st thou so?

Laoy C. With a glad certainty.

Rie. Look to him, then;

Yet, watch him as ye may, against your will
He shall espouse the fairest maid in Rome ;
The fairest and the greatest.

Sav. And as good ‘

As she is great, and innocent as fair

Riz. Even to the crowning of a poet’s dream

Gentle, and beautiful, and' good.—Yet, mark me—

Against thy will ! T said against thy will! | Beit.
Lapy C. Hear'st thou? [Calling affer Rimnz1.] He'’s
gone!

Sav. Dear lady, think no more
Of this wild prophecy.
Lapy C. Nay, I am sure
Of Angelo. Why dost thou seek thy sword P
Thou goest not forth so late, good husband ¥
CoL. Yes:
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The night is fair,—I shall take horse at once
For Palestrina; thence to Avignon.
‘We’'ll bide some struggle with these Ursini.

'Will ye ride with me, kinsmen ?
Car. Joyfully.
Lapy C. T’ll wait ye to the court.—Yet, once again,
Beware Rienzi! [Ezeunt.
SCENE IL

Before the Gates of the Capitol—The stage darkened.
A1BERTI, PAOLO, Citizens, &c. Crowd in the background.

Fiest Cir. This is the chosen spot. A brave assem-
blage!

Seconp Cir. Why, yes. No marvel that Rienzi struck
So bold & blow. I had heard shrewd reports
Of heats, and discontents, and gathering bands,
But never dream’d of Cola.

Pao. "Tis the spot !
‘Where loiters he ? The night wears on apace.

Axs, It is not yet the hour.

Fmsr Crr. Who speaks P

AxoraER C1r. Alberti,
The captain of the guard; he, and his soldiers,
Have joined our faction.

Axz. Comrades, we shall gain
An easy victory. The Ursini,
Drunk with false hope and brute debaunch, feast high
Within their palace. Never wore emprise
A fairer face.

Pao. And yet the summer heaven,
8ky, moon, and stars, are overcast. The saints
Send that this darkness—
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Enter RIENZI from the back.

Rix. [ddvancing to the front.] Darkness! did ye never
Watch the dark glooming of the thunder-cloud,
Ere the storm burst? We’ll light this darkness, sir,
‘With the brave flash of spear and sword.
A1r tHE CrT1ZENS SHOUT. Rienzi!
Live, brave Rienzi! honest Cola !
Rie. Friends!
Crrizens. Long live Rienzi !
Ais. Listen to him.
RiE. Friends,
I come not here to talk. Ye know too well
The story of our thraldom. We are slaves !
The bright sun rises to his course, and lights
A race of slaves! He sets, and his last beam
Falls on a slave : not such as, swept along
By the full tide of power, the conqueror leads
To crimson glory and undying fame ;
But base ignoble slaves, slaves to a horde
Of petty tyrants, feudal despots, lords
Rich in some dozen paltry villages,
Strong in some hundred spearmen, only great
In that strange spell, a name. Each hour, dark fraud,
Or open rapine, or protected murder,
Cry out against them. But this very day,
An honest man, my neighbour. [Potnting fo Paoro.] There
he stands,—
‘Was struck, struck like a dog, by one who wore
The badge of Ursini, because, forsooth,
He tossed not high his ready cap in air,
Nor lifted up his voice in servile shouts,
At sight of that great ruffian. Be we men,
And suffer such dishonour? Men, and wash not
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The stain away in blood ? Such shames are common :
I have known deeper wrongs. I that speak to ye,
I had a brother once, a gracious boy,
Full of all gentleness, of calmest hope,
Of sweet and quiet joy. There was the look
Of heaven upon his face, which limners give
To the beloved disciple. How I loved
That gracious boy! Younger by fifteen years,
Brother at once and son! He left my side;
A summer bloom on his fair cheeks, a smile
Parting his innocent lips. In one short hour
The pretty harmless boy was slain! I saw
The corse, the mangled corse, and when I cried
For vengeance—Rouse, ye Romans! Rouse, ye slaves!
Have ye brave sons? Look in the next fierce brawl
To see them die. Have ye fair daughters? Look
To see them live, torn from your arms, distained,
Dishonoured ; and, if ye dare call for justice,
Be answered by the lash. Yet, this is Rome,
That sate on her seven hills, and from her throne
Of beauty ruled the world! Yet, we are Romans!
‘Why, in that elder day, to be a Roman
‘Was greater than a king! And once again,—
Hear me, ye walls, that echoed to the tread
Of either Brutus !—once again, I swear,
The eternal city shall be free ; her sons
Shall walk with princes. Ere to-morrow’s dawn,
The tyrants—
Fest Cir. Hush! Who passes there ?
[Citizens retire back.
ALB. A foe,
By his proud bearing. Seize him,
RiE. As I deem, .
*Tis Angelo Colonna. Touch him not,—
VOL. I. [¥]
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I would hold parley with him. Good Alberti,
The hour is nigh. Away! [Exit ALBERTI.

Enter ANGELO COLONNA.

Now, sir!’ [To ANeELo.
Axc. What be ye,
That thus in stern and watchful mystery
Cluster beneath the veil of night, and start
To hear a stranger’s foot ?
Rrie. Romans.
AxNe. And wherefore
Meet ye, my countrymen ?
Rie. For freedom.
Ane. Surely,
Thou art Cola di Rienzi ?
RIE. Ay, the voice,
The traitor voice. .
Axe. I knew thee by the words.
‘Who, save thyself, in this bad age, when man
Lies prostrate like yon temple, dared conjoin
The sounds of Rome and freedom ?
RiE. I shall teach
The world to blend those words, as in the days
Before the Ceesars. Thou shalt be the first
To hail the union. I have seen thee hang
On tales of the world’s. mistress, till thine eyes
Flooded with strong emotion, have let fall
Big tear-drops on thy cheeks, and thy young hand
Hath clenched thy maiden sword. Unsheath it now,
Now, at thy country’s tall! What, dost thou pause ?
Is the flame quenched? Dost falter? Hence with thee,
Pass on ! pass while thou may!
Axe. Hear me, Rienzi.
Even now my spirit leaps up at the thought
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Of those brave storied days, a treasury
Of matchless visions, bright and glorified,
Paling the dim lights of this darkling world
With the golden blaze of heaven; but past and gone,
As clouds of yesterday, as last night’s dream.

Rie. A dream! . Dost see yon phalanx, still

stern.

An hundred leaders, each with such a band,
So armed, so resolute, so fixed in will,
Wait with suppressed impatience till they hear
The great bell of the Capitol, to spring
At once on their proud foes. Join them.

Axe. My father!

Rie. Already he hath quitted Rome.

Axg. My kinsmen !

Rie. We are too strong for contest, Thou shalt see
No other change within our peaceful streets
Than that of slaves to freemen. Such a change
As is the silent step from night to day,
From darkness into light. We talk too long.

ANa. Yet reason with them ; warn them.

Rie. And their answer,
'Will be the gaol, the gibbet, or the axe,
The keen retort of power. Why, I have reasoned ;
And, but that I am held, amongst your great ones,
Half madman and half fool, these bones of mine
Had whitened on yon wall. Warn them! They met
At every step dark warnings. The pure air,
Where’er they passed, was heavy with the weight
Of sullen silence ; friend met friend, nor smiled,
Till the last footfall of the tyrant’s steed
Had died upon the ear ; and low and hoarse
Hatred came murmuring like the deep voice
Of the wind before the tempest. Sir, the boys,

c?

27

and
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The unfledged boys, march at their mother’s hest,
Beside their grandsires ; even the girls of Rome,
The gentle and the delicate, array
Their lovers in this cause. I have one yonder,
Claudia Rienzi,—thou hast seen the maid—
A silly trembler, a slight fragile toy,
As ever nursed a dove, or reared a flower,—
Yet she, even she, is pledged—
Ane. To whom? to whom ?
Rie. To Liberty. Was never virgin vowed
In the fair temple over-right our house
To serve the goddess, Vesta, as my child
Is dedicate to Freedom. A king’s son
Might kneel in vain for Claudia. None shall wed her,
Save a true champion of the cause.
Avne. T'll join ye: [Gives his hand to RIENZI.
How shall I swear P
RiE. [7o the People.] Friends, comrades, countrymen !
I bring unhoped-for aid. Young Angelo,
The immediate heir of the Colonna, craves
To join your band.
All the Citizens shout—He’s welcome !
[ Coming forward.
Axe. Hear me swear
By Rome—by freedom—by Rienzi! Comrades,
How have you titled your deliverer? consul,
Dictator, emperor P
The People shout—Consul! Emperor! &c. &c.
Rix. No:
Those names have been so often steeped in blood,
So shamed by folly, so profaned by sin,
The sound seems ominous,—I'll none of them.
Call me the Tribune of the People : there
My honouring duty lies.
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(The Citizens shout—Hail to our Tribune! Tie bell sounds
thrice ; shouts again; and a military band is heard
playing a march without.

Ha'! the bell, the bell !

The knell of tyranny, the mighty voice,

That, to the city and the plain, to earth,

And listening heaven, proclaims the glorious tale
Of Rome re-born, and Freedom. See, the clouds
Are swept away, and the moon’s boat of light
Sails in the clear blue sky, and million stars
Look out on us, and smile.

[The gate of the Capitol opens, and ALBERTI and Soldiers,

join the People, and lay the keys at RIENZY’S feet.
Hark ! that great voice
Hath broke our bondage. Look, without a stroke
The Capitol is won, the gates unfold,
The keys are at our feet. Alberti, friend,
How shall I pay thy service ? Citizens !
First to possess the palace citadel,
" The famous strength of Rome ; then to sweep on,
Triumphant, through her streets.

[4s Rienzi and the People are entering the Capitol, he

pauses.
Obh, glorious wreck
Of gods and Ceesars! Thou shalt reign again,
Queen of the world; and I—Come on, come on,
My people!

Crrizexs. Live Rienzi—live our Tribune!

[Ezeunt through the gates into the Capitol.

END OF ACT II.
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ACT I1I.

SCENE L

The Outside of a Court of Justice, a Crowd round the Gates—
Persons descending the Steps from time to time.

Enter Paoro and the First CITIZEN, meeting the SECOND
CITIZEN, wko advances to them from the Steps.

Pao. [Zo the Second Cit.] How goes the trial ?
Seconp Cir. Bravely.
Pao. [To the First Cit. in front.] A fair day.
Good neighbour, thou’rt a stranger.
Frst Cit. I have been
Away from Rome, good Paolo, since the day
Of our deliverance, when Rienzi punished
A servant of the Ursini, for striking
Thy bonnet from thy head.
Pao. And now thou find’st
This same Rienzi in & way to punish
The master.
First Crr. Martin Ursini P
Pao. The Tribune
Now sits in judgment on him.
Fest Crr. Wherefore ¢
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Seconp Cirt. Sir,
For a breach of the new law, the mighty plunder
Of a vast wreck, an argosy, a booty
To tempt an emperor.
Finsr Cir. Martin Ursini !
Almost our senator! The fearful head
Of the fearfullest name of Rome.
Pao. Ay, he is like—
. [To Cit. passing from the Hall.
How goes the trial ?
Tamp Cir. Well. [Crosses, and exit.
Pao. Is like to swing
From a gibbet in the Forum.
First Crr. Will he dare ?
Seconp Ci1. Dare! why thou saw’st his spirit; now his
power
Matches his will ; and never lineal prince
Sate firmer on his throne, or lightlier swayed
The reins of empire. He hath swept away
The oppressors and extortioners, hath gained
Kingly allies, hath reconciled the pope,
Hath quelled the barons.
Fisst CIT. Ay, I rode to Rome
With a follower of Colonna. Angelo
Hath won his father to submission.
[ Shouts within the court—Persons come rapidly out.
Pao. [To a Citizen, passing.] Hark !
The prisoner is condemned ?
Fourrr Crr. Heis. Rienzi
Heard him with a grave patience ; almost leaning
To mercy. But the fact was flagrant.
[ Persons passing from the Court of Justice over the Stage.
Finst Crr. Hark!
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Another shout. Where go ye?
Frrrr Crr. To the Forum,
To wait the execution.

Enter RIENZI, atlended ; and followed by UpsiNi, FrancI-
PANI, and other Nobles.

Seconp Cit. Ha, the Tribune !
And the great prisoner’s kindred !
Crrizens. Live Rienzi!
Live our just Tribune !
[ 412 skout when RIBNZI is in the front.
Uss. Good my lord, beseech thee—
Rie. Ye plead in vain.
Urs. Yet hear me.—Force me not
To appeal against thy sentence.
Rie. Ay! To whom?
There stand my judges, lords, and yours: the people,
The free and honest people! Seek of them
If T hold even the scales of justice.
Crrizens. Live
Our Tribune ! our just Tribune!
[Shout—Ezit R1enz1 with Citizens.
Fza. Follow not,
But seek Lord Angelo : he hath a power
Over this haughty despot.”
Ugrs. Gods! what tyranny
Men will endure in freedom’s name. Yes, yes!
Lord Angelo! my foeman though he be,
His old hereditary pride will rise
Against this churl’s base purpose. If his power—
Fra. The daughter! Claudia! Quick to seek Colonna ;
The Tribune holds his court at noon. Quick! Quick!
[EBzeunt.
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SCENE II.
An Apartment in the Capitol.

Enter CrauDIA, BERTA, TERESA, and Rosa.—All but
CLAUDIA embroidering, &e.

TeR. Sweet lady, why so sad ?
Cra. I know not.
Ber. Try
Yon emerald carkanet, or let me braid
These pearls in thy long tresses.
Ter. She affects not
Such glittering baubles ; rather sing to her
Qne of thy songs from the cold north.
Rosa. Shall Berta
Sing to thee, lady.
Cra. Yes, I care not. [Goes to the couck, and sits.
TER. Sing.

SONG.—BERTA.

The red rose is queen of the garden-bower,
That glows in the sun at noon;
And the lady lily’s the fairest flower
That swings her white bells in the breeze of June;
But they who come *mid frost and flood,
Peeping from bank, or root of tree,
The primrose and the violet-bud,—
They are the dearest flowers to me.

The nightingale’s is the sweetest song
That ever the rose hath heard ;
And when the lark sings, the white clouds among,
The lily looks up to the heavenly bird :
c3
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But the robin, with its eye of jet,

‘Who pipes from the bare boughs merrily
To the primrose pale and the violet,—

His is the dearest song to me.

Ter. Didst like the strain ?

Cra. There’s a deep wisdom in it :
The lowly blossom, and the wintry friend,
They are the dearest. I’m set i’ the sun
To wither.

Rosa. She is sad again. Wouldst hear
A merry story, lady? Or a tale
Of murder to divert thee ?

Beg. Or a legend
Fresh from the Holy Land ?

Enter R1ENZI.

Ter. The Tribune! [CLAUDIA rises hastily.
Rie. Leave us, [Zhe Ladies rise and go out.
Claudia—nay, start not! Thou art sad to-day
I found thee sitting idly, *midst thy maids
A pretty, laughing, restless band, who plied
Quick tongue and nimble finger, mute and pale
As marble ; those unseeing eyes were fixed
On vacant air; and that fair brow was bent
As sternly as if the rude stranger, Thought,
Age-giving, mirth-destroying, pitiless Thought,
Had knocked at thy young giddy brain.
Cra. Nay, father,
Mock not thine own poor Claudia.
Ri. Claudia used
To bear a merry heart, with that clear voice,
Prattling ; and that light busy foot, astir
In her small housewifery, the blithest bee .
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That ever wrought in hive.

Cra. Oh! mine old home!

Rie. What ails thee, lady-bird ?

Cra. Mine own dear home !
Father, I love not this new state ; these halls.
‘Where comfort dies in vastness ; these trim maids,
‘Whose service wearies me. Oh! mine old home!
My quiet, pleasant chamber, with the myrtle
‘Woven round the casement ; and the cedar by,
Shading the sun ; my garden overgrown
With flowers and herbs, thick-set as grass in fields;
My pretty snow-white doves; my kindest nurse;
And old Camillo.—Oh ! mine own dear home !

Rie. Why, simple child, thou hast thine old fond nurse,
And good Camillo, and shalt have thy doves,
Thy myrtles, flowers, and cedars; a whole province
Laid in a garden, an’ thou wilt. My Claudia,
Hast thou not learnt thy power? Ask orient gems,
Diamonds and sapphires, in rich caskets, wrought
By cunning goldsmiths ; sigh for rarest birds,
Of farthest Ind, like winged flowers, to flit
Around thy stately bower ; and, at a wish,
The precious toys shall wait thee. Old Camillo!
Thou shalt have nobler servants, emperors, kings,
Electors, princes! not a bachelor
In Christendom but would right proudly kneel
To my fair daughter.

Cra. Oh! mine own dear home !

Rie. Wilt have a list to choose from? Listen, sweet !
If the tall cedar, and the branchy myrtle,
And the white doves, were tell-tales, I would ask them
‘Whose was the shadow on the sunny wall P
And if, at eventide, they heard not oft
A tuneful mandoline, and then a voice,
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Clear in its manly depth, whose tide of song
O’erwhelmed the quivering instrument ; and then
A world of v;hispers, mixed with low response,
Sweet, short, and broken, as divided strains
Of nightingales.

Cra. Oh, father! father!

Rie. Well!
Dost love+him, Claudia ?

Cra. Father!

RiE. Dost thou love
Young Angelo? Yes? Saidst thou yes? That heart,
That throbbing heart of thine, keeps such a coil,
I cannot hear thy words. He is returned
To Rome; he left thee on mine errand, dear one :
And now—TIs there no casement myrtle-wreathed,
No cedar in our courts, to shade to-night

. The lover’s song ?

Cra. Oh, father! father!

Rie. Now,
Back to thy maidens, with a lightened heart,
Mine own beloved child. Thou shalt be first
In Rome, as thou art fairest ; never princess
Brought to the proud Colonna such a dower
As thou. Young Angelo hath chosen his mate
From out an eagle’s nest.

Cra. Alas! alas!
I tremble at the height. Whene’er I think
Of the hot barons, of the fickle people
And the inconstancy of power, I tremble
For thee, dear father.

Rie. Tremble! Let them tremble.
I am their master, Claudia! whom they scorned,
Endured, protected.—Sweet, go dream of love !—
I am their master, Claudia. [Ezeunt.
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SCENE ITL
A Magnificent Hall in the Capitol.

Enter CoLoNNA, URsSINI, FRANGIPANT, CAPARELLO, Zhe
Nuncio, an Ambassador, Nobles, &c.

Cor. Gibbet and cord! a base plebeian death !
And he the head of the great Roman name,
That rivalled the Colonna! Ursini,
Thy brother shall not die. The grief is thine,
The shame is general. How say ye, barons ?
Uss. If ye resist, ye share his doom. Plead! plead!
Dissemble with the tyrant,—stifle hate,
And master scorn, as I have done. Plead for him.
Cor. To Cola! Can I frame my speech to sue
To Cola, most familiar of the drones
That thronged my hall of afternoons, content
To sit below the salt, and bear all jests,
The retinue and pest of greatness. Sue
To Cola!
Ugrs. Fear not, but re(renge will come,
‘We being friends, from whose dissension sprang
The usurper’s strength. An hour will come.

Enter ANGELO.
Lord Angelo,
Thou wilt not fail us.
Axg. Surely, no! °Tis stern [Goes up o UrsiNt.

Revengeful, cruel, pitiless! The people,
To soothe the fickle people! Yet he’s wiser:
He’ll be persuaded.
Fzra. He approaches. [(Music without.
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Cor. What!
Ushered with music as a king.

Enter Rﬁmzr, attended.

Rie. Why, this
Is well, my lords, this full assemblage. Now
The chief of Rome stands fitly girt with names
Strong as their towers around him. Fall not off,
And we shall be impregnable. [(4dvancing up the Room.
Lord Nuncio,
I should have ask’d thy blessing. I have sent
Our missives to the pontiff. Count Savelli,—
My lord ambassador, I crave your pardon,
What news from Venice, the sea-queen? Savell,
I have a little maiden who must know
Thy fairest daughter. Angelo! Colonna !
A double welcome ! Rome lacked half her state
‘Wanting her princely Columns.
CoL. Sir, I come
A suitor to thee. Martin Ursini—
Rie. When last his name was on thy lips—Well, sir,
Thy suit, thy suit! If pardon, take at once
My answer—No. '
Ane. Yet, mercy—
RiIE. Angelo,
‘Waste not thy pleadings on a desperate cause
And a resolved spirit. She awaits thee.
Haste to that fairer court. [ Ezit ANGELO.
My Lord Colonna,
This is a needful justice.
Cor. Noble Tribune,
1t is a crime which custom—
RiE. Ay, the law
Of the strong against the weak—your law, the law
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Of the sword and spear. But, gentles, ye live now
Under the good estate.
Sav. He is noble.
Rike. Therefore,
A thousand times he dies. Ye are noble, sirs,
And need a warning.
Cor. Sick, almost to death.
RiE. Ye have less cause to grieve.
Fra. New-wedded.
Rix. Ay,
Madonna Laura is a blooming dame,
And will become her weeds.
Car. Remember, Tribune,
He hath two uncles, cardinals. Wouldst outrage
The sacred college P
Rik. The lord cardinals,
Meek, pious, lowly men, and loving virtue,
'Will render thanks to him who wipes a blot
So flagrant from their name.
CoL. An Ursini!
Head of the Ursini!
Ugrs. Mine only brother! [Crossing to Rienzr.
Rie. And dar’st thou talk to me of brothers? Thou,
‘Whose groom—Wouldst have me break my own just laws,
To save thy brother? Thine! Hast thou forgotten
‘When that most beautiful and blameless boy,
The prettiest piece of innocence that ever
Breath’d in this sinful world, lay at thy feet,
Slain by thy pampered minion, and I knelt
Before thee for redress, whilst thou—Didst never
Hear talk of retribution? This is justice,
Pure justice, not revenge !—Mark well, my lords,—
Pure equal justice. Martin Ursini
Had open trial, is guilty, is condemned,
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And he shall die.

Cor. Yet listen to us—

Rrie. Lords,
If ye could range before me all the peers,
Prelates, and potentates of Christendom, !
The holy pontiff kneeling at my knee,
And emperors crouching at my feet, to sue
For this great robber, still I should be blind
As justice. But this very day a wife,
One infant hanging at her breast, and two,
Scarce bigger, first-born twins of misery,
Clinging to the poor rags that scarcely hid
Her squalid form, grasped at my bridle-rein
To beg her husband’s life, condemned to die
For some vile petty theft, some paltry scudi :
And, whilst the fiery war-horse chaf’d and reared,
Shaking his crest, and plunging to get free,
There, midst the dangerous coil, unmov’d, she stood,
Pleading in broken words, and piercing shrieks,
And hoarse low shivering sobs, the very cry
Of nature! And, when I at last said No—
For I said No to her—she flung herself
And those poor innocent babes between the stones
And my hot Arab’s hoofs. We sav’d them all,
Thank Heaven, we saved them all ! but I said No
To that sad woman, midst her shricks. Ye dare not
Ask me for mercy now.

Sav. Yet he is noble!
Let him not die a felon’s death.

Rie. Again!
Ye weary me. No more of this, Colonna,
Thy son loves my fair daughter. *Tis an union,
However my young Claudia might have graced
A monarch’s side, that augurs hopefully,
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Bliss to the wedded pair, and peace to Rome,
And it shall be accomplished. Good, my lords,
I bid ye to the bridal; one and all,
T bid ye to the bridal feast. And now
A fair good morrow !
[Ezit Rienzi, attended by Nuncio, Ambassador, and other
Lords, &e.
Sav. Hath stern destiny
Clothed him in this man’s shape, that, in a breath,
He deals out death and marriage ? Ursini !
Colonna ! be ye stunned ?
Cor. Tl follow him !
Tyrant ! usurper! base-born churl! to deem
That son of mine—
Uszs. Submit, as I have done,
For vengeance. From our grief and shame shall spring
A second retribution ; and this banquet,
This nuptial banquet, this triumphal hour,
Shall be the very scene of our revenge !
I may not loiter here. The fatal moment
Of our disgrace is nigh. Ere evening close,
T’ll seek thee at thy palace. Seem to yield,
And victory is sure.
Cor. I'll take thy counsel. [Exeunt.

END OF ACT III.
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ACT IV.

SCENE L

A Hall in the Capitol—The Tribune’s Crimson Chasr, elevated
on two Steps—a splendid Banguet, Lords and Ladies seated
round the Tables.

Enter SaverLi, FRANGIPANI, and CAFARELLO, who advance
to the front—CaMiLLO and other Attendants in the Back-
ground.

Sav. He bears him like a prince, save that he lacks
The port serene of majesty. His mood
Is fitful ; stately now, and sad; anon,
Full of & hurried mirth ; courteous awhile,
And mild ; then bursting, on a sudden, forth,
Into sharp biting taunts.

FrA. And at the altar,
‘When he first found the proud and angry mother
Refused to grace the nuptials, even the Nuncio
Quailed at his fiery threats.

Car. I saw Colonna
Gnawing his lip for wrath.



SCENE I.] RIENZI. 43

Sav. Why, this new power
Mounts to the brain like wine. For such disease,
Your skilful leech lets blood.

Fra. Suspects he aught
Of our design? we hunt a subtle quarry.

Sav. But with a wilier huntsman.

Enter URsINI.
Ursini,
Hath every point been guarded ? be the masquers
Valiant and strongly armed P have ye ta’en order
To close the gates, to seize his train, to cut
The cordage of the bell, that none may summon
The people to his rescue ?
Uss. All is cared for,
And vengeance certain. Before set of sun,
‘We shall be masters ‘of ourselves, of Rome,
And Rome’s proud ruler. This quaint masque of ours—
Car. What is the watchword ?
Uszs. Death.
Fra. Peace, peace—he comes!
[Franerran1, CAFARELLO, and SAVELL retire up the stage.

Enter ANGELO, CLAUDIA, and Ladies. As ANGELO leads in
CLaUDIA, followed by two Ladies, all the visitors to the
banquet rise, and curtsy to CLAUDIA, who returns it, and
remains conversing with the Ladies.

Fra. No, ’tis the blooming bride. Young Angelo
Hath no ill choice in beauty.

Sav. ’Tis a maid
Shy as a ringdove. See, how delicate,
How gentle, yet how coy! Poor pretty fool,
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No harm must happen her.
Urs. None, none. [ANGELO advances to them.
Car. [To ANeEL0.] Good kinsman,
I would not have thee hear Savelli speak
Of thy fair bride.
Axg. Ah! doth he praise her? Lords,
Beseech ye sit. [Lords and Ladies sit down.] Savelli, I
would fain
Make of thy daughter and my blushing wife
A pair of lovely friends. Look where they stand,
The fairest two in Rome.
Fra. The Tribune comes.

Enter RIENZI and COLONNA.

Rie. Where lags our hostess? Take thy state, fair
bride—

Thy one day’s queenship. See, the nuptial wreath
Sits crown-like on thy brow ; thy nuptial robe
Flows royally. Come, come, be gracious! Bid
A smiling welcome to the subject world,
Nay, never blush nor hang thy head; remember
Thou art a Colonna. Wouldst thou be the first
Of that proud name to ape the peasant’s virtue,
Humnility? Fie! fie!

CoL. Sir, the Colonna—

Axe. Nay, good my father, sure to-day our name
Hath cause of pride.

Cor. Heaven grant it prove so!

Sav. Lady,
Thou art silent still.

Axa. Shall I speak for thee, love?
Oh, weak and ineffectual were my words,
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Matched with thy burning blush, thy quivering smile,
Thy conscious silence, Claudia !—Gentle friends,
Ye are nobly welcome.
Rie. This is well, fair son!
Yet we lack mirth. Have ye no masque astir P
No dance, no music, no quaint mystery,
To drive away the spectre, Thought ? A bridal
Is but a gilt and painted funeral
To the fond father who hath yielded up
His one sweet child. Claudia, thy love, thy duty,
Thy very name, is gone. Thou art another’s;
Thou hast a master now; and I have thrown
My precious pearl away. Yet men who give
A living daughter to the fickle will
Of a capricious bridegroom, laugh—the madmen !
Langh at the jocund bridal feast, and weep
‘When the fair corse is laid in blessed rest,
Deep, deep in mother earth. Ob, happier far,
So to have lost my child!
Cra. Father!
Axg. Thou hast gained
A son, not lost a daughter.
Rie. Love her, Angelo;
Be kind to her as T have been; defend her,
Cherish her, love her.
Axg. More than life.
[Hands CLAUDIA fo the throne, and sits by her.
RiE. Bring mirth,
Mousic, and dance, and song, and I will laugh,
And chase away these images of death
That float afore mine eyes. A song, a song!
[Sits down in the Chasr of State.
8av. [7o Ursiyt.] Thou shouldst have named the masque.
Uss. [To Saveriy] Better anon.
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SONG.

Hail to the gentle bride! the dove
High nested in the column’s crest !
Oh, welcome as the bird of love
‘Who bore the olive-sign of rest!
Cho. Hail to the bride!

Hail to the gentle bride! the flower
‘Whose garlands round the column twine !
Ob, fairer than the citron bower !
More fragrant than the blossom’d vine !
Cho. Hail to the bride!

Hail to the gentle bride! the star
‘Whose radiance o’er the column beams !
Oh, soft as moonlight, ‘seen afar,
A silver shine on trembling streams !
Cho. Hail to the bride !

RiE. A pleasant strain!
[A4 Citizen rushes from amongst the Attendants, and presents a
paper to Rienzr.}
‘What wouldst thou, friend P
Crit. [Gives a paper to RIENZ1.] May it please thee
To read this scroll, great Tribune.
Ugs. [To CoronNa.] Can the deemon
To whom his soul is pledged have ta’en this way
To show our secret? No, he smiles! he smiles!
His hand shakes not !—I breathe again.
RiE. [7o Citizen.] Fair sir,
All thou hast asked is granted. [Exit Citizen.
*Tis no day
To frown on a petition. Mirth, my lords,
Bring Mirth! T brook no pause of revelry.
Have ye no masque ?
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Sav. [To Usrsivi.] He rushes in the toils;
Now weave the meshes round him.
Ugs. Sooth, my lord,
‘We had plotted to surprise the gentle bride
With a slight dance, a toy, an antic.
Rie. Ay,
And when P
Urs. Soon as the bell tolled four, the masquers
‘Were bid to enter.
Rre. Four? And how attired ?
Uszs. Turban’d and rob’d, and with swart visages
A troop of lusty Moors.
Rie. Camillo, hark !
Admit these revellers—Mark me—
[Gives orders in a low voice to CaMILLO, and also the paper
which ke has just received from the Citizen.)
Ugs. [4side.] Now, vengeance, thou art mine!
Rie. Wine—wine! [To an Attendant.
Fill me a goblet high with sparkling wine !
[The Attendant fills a goblet, and presents it fo RiENzI.
Fill high, my noble guests. Claudia Rienzi
And Angelo Colonna! Bless’d be they
And we in their fair union! Doubly curs’d
‘Whoe’er in wish or thought would loose that tie
The bond of peace to Rome! Drink, good my lords,
Fill high the mantling wine, and in the bowl
Be all unkindness buried !
Uss. Heartily
‘We pledge you, noble Tribune.
[4Y rise except CoLONN